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Galenstock 



Above, beneath it, cloudlets swim. 

Are they the messengers of heaven 
Charged with some tears of Seraphim, 
The tears of joy, so much is given ; 
Such whiteness to a thing below 
Such as no fuller could bestow ; 
Whiteness to wear through aU the ages ? 

Or, circling round it, one by one. 
Like eaglets on a ruffled wing. 
Move they as jealous of the sun 
Lest all his fire he thither fling ; 
They'll dim it with a transient stain 
Then let it all be bright again 
With silver sheets untarnished still ? 
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GALENSTOCK 

Our feet are on the lowest stair : 
Yon head in very ether mixed 
Swims cloudlike into sunbright air. 
Let, aU between, great gulfs be fixed. 
And glacier yawn, and crag look down ; 
Yet eye and heart can make their own 
Yon lonesome dome, yon pure serene. 

How massive on the mountain cape 
The eternal firths for aye repose : 
And lend to aU that rigid shape 
The shining mantle of their snows : 
Then fall abrupt to the abyss 
Till midway down the precipice 
The snow-wrought cliff and berg of iron meet. 

A wonder to the east ! they rear 

Forward their crystal edge to throw 
Into mid air ; they have no fear 
What ruining winds may work below 
And aU the airy legions sworn 
To hurl entire that giant horn 
In silent ruins to the gulf. 
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GALENSTOCK 

'Twixt heaven and poising earth they're hung ; 

Nor shrink they at the melting noon. 
They front, the very stars among, 
Cold crescents of their sister moon. 
Have ever o'er that silver sheet 
Passed any errant mortal feet 
To gauge the secret of this strength ? 

And are there Hving like to this ? 

Yes, 'neath soft snow-white purities 
Unseen (and that is aU their bliss) 
The rock of a firm purpose hes. 

Sprung from old earth, yet hung above. 
Them never frets of censure move 
Nor torment fierce of any wind ; 

And ever eastward is their glance ; 

The founts that fill not our dim sight 
Are flooding their glad countenance 
With the very Hvery of light. 
Or, if it wore a sudden shade, 
'Twas like as yonder cloudlet made 
And passed on yonder slope. 
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Yes, clouds have passed ; o'er all again 

The broadening smiles of sunlight burst. 
Ye blasts, thou volleying hurricane, 
Who ages climb to do your worst, 
Vain ever is your escalade ; 
Though fiercer siege shall yet be made, 
Ye shall not mar that splendid peace. 

Below, your ruin walls the sky. 

The spits, the tortured of the ages, 
Stretched fingers as in agony 
Of Titan 'neath the glacial rages, 
Your chaos of grey seam and scar, 
Upturned on high, tell in what war 
Water o'er rock won victory. 

Is that the voice of their deploring 

O'er old illimitable wrong ; 
There where the waterpipes are pouring 
As in a deep and dirgeful song 

From out the glaciers leaden-pale ? 
Do they still thither send their wail 
O'er whom all waves and storms have gone ? 
4 
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Ah ! the race is not for the swift 

Nor for the strongest waits the prize. 
See ! the iron precipices hft 

Their harrowed front and lurid dyes ; 
There, what a tiny blow might shiver. 
Or softer than a lambent river 
The slow-paced conqueror came and passed. 

Now from the towers the insensate gride 

Has passed for ever. At their feet 
As silent as an ebbing tide 

The ice-fields lay their dazzling sheet. 
See how the giant shadows rest 
Of victim on the victor's breast. 
And every scar is outlined there. 

O'er all what strange tranquillity ! 

Down-bending glaciers, pile on pile. 
Drink to their deeps the azure sky 
And with blue lips for ever smile. 
But pulsing in this seeming death, 
Hark, in unfathomed veins beneath 
The founts that feed a nation flow. 
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Yes ; still on them God's seal of power 

Remains as in the ancient stress. 
His other seal is on this flower, 
Seal of unchanging loveliness. 

How stem, and cup, and crown are red 
Hard by the rushing torrent bed. 
Light shines through every crimson Up. 

Strange, tiny flower, that thou didst stray 

Amidst these tortured wrecks of time ! 
Thy cradle was a sunnier clime 
In springburst of an Eocene day. 

Thou and thine angel moth who brings 
Thy guerdons on his gauzy wings 
Have known God's work in other worlds than this 

And shall know more, when cheeks grow pale 

And many a human eye is dark 
And e'en yon mighty glaciers fail. 

Then here, though there be none to mark. 
Creation's mightiest and most weak, 
Thy blood-red star, yon snow-capped peak 
Shall watch together — for the end. 
6 



**Back to the Land" 

Where are ye, breezes of the mom ? 

Where is the sun that gave 
Its golden livery to this com ? 

Scarce o'er this host so brave 
The banners wave. 

'Tis fraught with life, yet seems like death. 

This stiU sea of the wheat ; 
Each milky pearl, each folding sheath 

Is stiff as any carcanet 
With jewels set. 

Just so of yore, so stately still 

In an August long ago 
They stood upon their loamy hill 
Crowning with yellow glow 
The plains below. 
7 



"BACK TO THE LAND" 

No change in them 'twixt now and then ; 

Though sickles all aflame 
In homy hands of antique men 

Then to the harvest came, 
They were the same. 

They were the same ; and yon green towers 

That fringe the golden store, 
Elms with the massy-darkling bowers 

And airy plumelets, soar 
Now as of yore. 

Ah ! then as now their sunlit domes 
Bore all those breathing caves 

With glorious deep of verdurous glooms 
Beneath the emerald eaves 
Of pensile leaves. 

Behold, afar more wheatland pale ; 

Where wooded hillsides rise 
Clad in earth's violet-tinted veil 

Of mist-created dyes j 

'Neath azure skies. 
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"BACK TO THE LAND " 

To that sweet welkin comes no change ; 

The wheat is white again ; 
Though a new lineage fills the grange, 

New husbandry the plain, 
New tongues the fane. 

For earth's bare breasts shall ever gleam ; 

The ploughs have never done ; 
Her milky stores within shall teem ; 

While in the summer sun 
Yon rivers run. 

But the breeze wakens ; they are stirred, 

These pearls in dense array, 
As with the light wings of a bird : 

Gently they clash and sway 
In endless play ; 

And in the dance of spike and casque 

To music of the air 
One blue star on a scaly flask 
Glancing amidst is fair 
As azure hair. 
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A day hence, and the string and knife 
Along their lines shall sound ; 

Yet shall it live, this staff of life, 
Falling on mother ground 
In sheaf fast-bound. 

Fly, Fancy, to a mom hke this : 
A thousand years have flown ; 

See ! spikelets still each other kiss ; 
Still floats the thistledown 
On breezes blown. 

Who then shall break the clod to bear 

Its teeming sixty-fold ; 
Then from the treasury of each ear 

Whose hand shall take and hold 
This living gold ?— 

Back ! rather know whose takes it now !- 
Not, ploughman, hand of thine ; 

Though on thy never-resting plough 
Down many a loamy line 
Thy share did shine. 
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Not thine ; a sojourner thou art ; 

Thy stipulated home 
And thou, who earest, yet may part 

Ere on thy tilth shall come 
Its summer bloom. 

Thy giants rather shall be fed, — 

These of the sable mane, 
Of glossy flank, and ponderous tread,- 

With firstfruits of earth gain. 
Some golden grain. 

Not thou, but they and toil of theirs 
Fulfil their owner's dreams ; 

By them his farm to plenty fares ; 
How on thy harnessed teams 
His money gleams ! 

This land, thy cot, thou lovest not. 

How shouldest thou, to-day. 
More than the soldier loves the plot 
Where one brief night he lay. 
At morn away ? 
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"BACK TO THE LAND" 

O happier, when the villein poor 

In every autumn went 
To share upon the threshing-floor ; 

Afield each tenement 
Its oxgang sent. 

And who shall guide the scythed car 

That like a razor shaves 
To-morrow ? Hirelings stiU they are ; 

And stiU shall faU the sheaves 
At feet of slaves. 

O England, keep thine airy realms 

In many a county fair, 
Thy wealth of emerald-dusky elms 

Fanning each golden square 
With summer air ; 

And all beneath their rugged stems, 
Each trellised hedgerow, keep, 

That with its guardian greenery hems 
Corn on the channelled steep. 
In valley deep ; 
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Where fragrant mints unending run ; 

And pale archangels shine 
In green gulfs hidden from the sun ; 

And 'neath some wilding vine 
Frail celandine. 

Keep these : but keep the man whose sires 

Along these furrows strove ; 
And served with Ufelong toil thy byres ; 

And as thy nestlings throve 
In every grove. 

E'en now new hirelings fill his cot ; 

Or else his hearth is cold : 
In these new schemes he has no lot ; 

In closer strife for gold 
His right is sold. 

O call him back with clarion blast ; 

Protect his labour still ; 
With happy glories of the past, 
With homesteads every hill 
And vale refill. 
13 



Not as the Scribes 

O'er many a boulder of its paven bed 
The mountain torrent, after stress and roar. 
Glides foamless ; but this torrent of the wheels. 
This stream of clattering hooves and self-moved car 
Hath face less gentle than the falling wave : 
Nor yet to ear or eye can respite give. 
O rather liken it to that fierce rout 
Of tusked and coiled and homed and antlered things, 
The prairie's unimagined fugitives, 
What time they rush from the pursuing fires 
That scorched and blackened all their nameless lairs : 
And as some monster there the forest sends 
Perchance of form not seen by human eye, 
Of direr bray than other, direr tread. 
So here, swift leaping through the man-made stream, 
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NOT AS THE SCRIBES 

The monsters of his newest cunning go ; 
Unpitjmig, Winded, to their unknown goal. 
The trumpet calls ; and swiftUer through the steel 
Force from the oil-fed heart like levin bums. 

Ah ! God, thou seest the mystery of unrest. 
This modem canker of insatiate hearts. 
Thou in Thy golden silences of heaven. 
Thou throned above the music of the spheres 
Canst read its inmost secret ; and canst heal ; 
Man can foment and feed it ; cannot heal. 
Ah ! he might mend again daedalean wings. 
And lend still swifter instruments for flight 
From duty, home, and rest ; be pander still 
To this strange longing sooner yet to reach 
The daily goal it seems like death to miss. 
Yes ; he can make : to unmake is Thine alone, 
Who seest the foUy or the sin that moves 
The tangled courses of this human stream 
Canying its glittering freight of garbage down ; 

15 



NOT AS THE SCRIBES 

At Whose command once Jordan backward rolled ; 

Who fronted Balaam in the vineyard path ; 

Who flingedst recreant Jonah to the sea ; 

And Saul fanatic, on the Syrian sand ; 

These too, what time Thou wiliest. Thou canst stay. 

But very far and precious is Thy Word ; 

Amongst old Sinai's peaks Thy thunders die ; 

And to the still smaU voices of Thy love 

How shall the heart respond ; when eye is filled 

With another Singer, ear with other Song 

Which knows to touch, yet grossen, all that heart ? 

See ! even now her singing robe is on ; 

Her perfumed, flower-wrought robe ; for she hath 

been 

Where led by silver streak the bee goes down 

To suck all honeyed spurs ; she culls all dust 

Of saffron anthers ; strains the balm from leaves 

That burst for aeons with no eye to see, 

No lip to taste, till she came by ! Full well 
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One word of Thine she knows ; and ne'er forgets ; 
Which said, ' All green herbs shall be meat for 

thee,' 
And then she sings her song ; and all must list ; 
No siren sang so sweet : 'tis clear withal : 
Her full thing shines transparent through her word ; 
No doubt appals her glorious certainties. 
'Tis joyous too, if best of earth give joy. 
For could an angel promise what she sings ? 
Doth half the globe divide one from his friend ? 
Though all the convex ocean rolls between 
She'll write his wishes in an instant there ; 
Nay, in friend's ear he shall be whispering soon : 
Is an eye pining for some fairer scene, 
And must each moment spell some new delight ? 
Go, for she's chained the lightning to her car. 
So mocks she life ; and e'en with death she plays. 
Disease is only waiting her sweet will 
To know itself abolished ; Sin shall leave 
Her court not guilty ; and, if death has sting, 
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Her icy incantation numbs the smart, 

As into dying ears she pours the peace 

Of her cold certainties. — 'Twere well indeed ; 

If only, as of earthen force, she had 

The key of life and death and happiness. 

Ah ! verily she sows the wind ; and we. 

We, fallen on days when knowledge is increased. 

Shall reap the whirlwind ; maybe, 'tis not here 

Where saint and sinner, as together both 

Shall go to judgment, fare on the iron ways. 

But in the breath of passionate desire 

Her promise wakes ; as soon the violet 

Might keep her perfume in the fierce simoon, 

As souls from heavenly hopes and higher love 

Repel the taint of that hot blast, save firm 

By might of the very faith she saps withal. 

It comes ; and as the ocean-neighbouring thorn 

All landward grows, so hearts are turned one way. 

The way of lucre — lucre to command 
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NOT AS THE SCRIBES 

Treasures of earth so dazzlingly pourtrayed. 

O blest, thrice blest, who wiU not brook that she. 
Temptress or witch, with unanointed hands 
Should touch God's very ark, and feign to untie 
What death, what life, what happiness may be : 
Who will not, for to them a prophet spoke 
And measuring aU the depths of Satan showed 
Heights to be won for commerce with the skies ; 
And what if mingling with that living voice 
Echoes from rainbow shrine and soaring shaft. 
And carven lovelinesses hung above 
By humble hands in far-off ages, spoke ! 

There is a fane amongst the crystal waters 

That glide for ever o'er their emerald weeds 

By Wessex royal throne ; and ever roimd 

Green changeless downs are watching ; on its tower 

Low and foursquare to the kisses of the sea 

No spire ascends ; as if it needed not 



NOT AS THE SCRIBES 

A mystic finger pointing to the skies. 

When all within is glorious as heaven. 

Grey are the walls in all their mighty length. 

Grey every slenderest crowning pinnacle, 

And every buttress lifting up the copes 

As 'twere on wings ; to them the dews of mom 

And storm-clouds sailing from the sea have brought 

Their sober liveries ; but look within ! 

Time cannot touch this brilliance ; all so new 

As when the chisel left it ; yet there lies 

On every stone a second lustre, lent, 

A halo down the vistas ; peace has sunk 

And very glory into them ; since the hour 

When prayer uprising with the wreathed cloud 

Of incense and the loud hosannas first 

Called down upon the Mercy seat prepared 

God's Presence ; peace and glory steep those stones 

For the pure eyes and disengaged heart. 

Look up : what daintier deftness, dim descried, 

Loads every groin, to burst in fan-like forms ! 
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Ah ! hearts were young which planned such vaults 

as here, 
So many mounting stems are clustering thick 
To bud and bloom ; hearts too that stinted not 
Or time or toil ; for pile on pile for ever 
Fearing no Babel more to mar their flight 
Upward they run, those perpendicular lines. 
Past columns' finish ; past the passages 
Whence all the moving pageants of the nave 
Would shrink to pigmy insignificance ; 
Past the white sunpierced stories ; then above 
Past seas of glass where ruby and jacinth flame, 
As if no lower than the throne of God 
Should be their goal. Hearts too were humble then. 
Doing their alms not to be seen of men. 
For there, upon the high hung canopies 
Which seeing we see not for dizziness. 
Their chisel with its cunning consecrate 
Has left its utmost best ; as if no eye 
But God's should see it ! 
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Therefore not in vain 
Those builders worked ; their very stones cried out 
That God is holiness, yet man is nought, 
With calm denial of the pantheist lie. 
For how should mortal paint immensity ? 
How shall the finite and the infinite, 
Creation and the uncreated, mLx, 
For all that man can do ? A gulf was fixed 
Till Jesus uncreated came to die. 
Ah ! then the veils from the Uncreate were drawn t 
Then might God's house of prayer indeed be built ; 
If man in silent ecstasies of stone, 
Instructed now in his own littleness, 
Might show some glories of the blessed Three. 

Pass but a bowshot from those lawns that run 

With all their peace of swarded loveliness 

Amongst the buttressed bays of that fair fane, 

Like velvet pasture up to alpine crag ; 

From the grey guardian piles around, which add 
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The greennesses of their gardens to this close,— 

This sweet oasis midst the outer wastes 

And their sanddrift of unrest on whirling wheels 

And all their twinkling haze of doubt and dream 

Where hang and fade the messages of joy; — 

Pass but a bowshot down the college street 

And thou shalt witness things as new yet old 

As ever in the fane ; five hundred years 

Have tinged the courts and gateways ; but within 

Youth has the freehold, with the unsullied eyes. 

And mounts the stair through aU the centuries. 

Time touches not the mien, the speech, the garb, 

Not e'en the scholar fillets fine as lawn. 

Nor on his ardent soul doth faU a frost 

Of doubt, or any vapour of despair ; 

Nor canker of passion taint his constant heart. 

Pass the third gateway ; and behold the throng 

Of boys. 

'Tis early morning ; and the fast 
Of night and chapel orisons is yet 
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Unbroken ; for one holy half-hour yet 

The bread of heaven ere the food of earth 

Must fall and be gathered by the hands that will. 

See how they rush to fill their benched tiers 

In their grand schoolroom, waiting one to come 

Who shall come : tall but bending is his form 

And iron grey the locks ; and well may locks 

Be grey on brow that in this very room 

Has taught and toiled for twice ten years and five ; 

Brow, nathleSs, that shall soon by other streams 

Be wearing mitre-crown for twice ten more. 

The books are opened on the page where Paul 

In words which Corinth never heard before 

Tells of a love that never doth behave 

Itself unseemly, and for brother dies ; 

Or where he turns some serpent-bitten eyes 

In wild Galatia to the Cross again 

And Him whom the herald cried in all their streets. 

The modem scribe is busy with this Paul ; 
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With trenchant knife now streaming with the blood 
Of hving gospels done to utter death 
He would do something yet with Pauline things. 
Hast heard a bird that sings when rose-blush 

comes 
Of morn ; in tones so piercing and so clear, 
As if each darting sun-ray touched the throat ? 
Suppose some hungry prowler shot that bird, 
And sold it to some scientist to tell 
About that vocal lar57nx and the notes, 
What pipes and what percussions made the song 
So sweet ; and then to glory that he told ; 
The life, the breath, the morn, all nought to him. 
Once Paul sang to the islands of the sea 
Because he drank the dayspring from on high 
Above the darkling red of Calvary, 
And not to have sung indeed were hard for him. 
But they have killed him ; in the poor remains 
Which they assign him, they are telling now 
What was pure fancy, what remorseful zeal, 
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What strong imagination ; and what fact. 
Forsooth, no spirit from the murdered breathes. 

So their tradition makes the word of him 
Who brought the good news to the Gentile, void. 
Mind must be fed now with their lore and gloss, 
Whatever be the hunger of the soul, 
With all instruction in the how and when, 
About that busy West to whom Paul told 
This tale of oriental phantasy ; 
And schoolboy's note, if not his memory, filled 
With princes, proctors, provinces and dates. 
Ah ! not as these the Master ; not as those 
Who with a salient pen some prophet kiU ; 
Then, with their name upon it, build his tomb. 

Come, memory, and flag not in thy task. 

Let one weak word of thine one trait of him 

Record ; that mighty schoolroom picturing, 

Its high lights, painted shields, and fretted dome, 

26 



NOT AS THE SCRIBES 

And world of wooden boxes on their stools ; 

The elevated throne ; whence often he 

Descending at some Spirit-bearing verse 

Paced eloquent along the listening tiers. 

Well knew he that some there need never know 

The unimaginable subtleties, 

And balancings of probabilities, 

And pavise of infinite comparison 

In backward gazing on the heathen past 

With which, still seeking for her unknown God, 

A modern Athens weighs the Holy Writ. 

Such cobwebs verily like gossamer 

Shall fail, where India's fierce uprushing sun 

Pours molten gold on teeming plain ; and while 

The pagods over many a jewelled god 

Flash up man's pantheist answer to the skies. 

The Christ above the stars seems only myth, 

And ne'er so strange the scandal of His Cross. 

Sure, nothing then but well-remembered word 

In demonstration of the spirit and power 
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Shall conquer ; nor when lonely scrivener hears 

Amidst dull apathies of mechanic toil, 

In the damp glooms where Law in purlieu lies. 

The ceaseless roar round Mammon's glittering marts ; 

There too the prescient Master saw his boys 

In vision ; nor less, others manifold 

Destined to be, and yet too weak to be, 

There where the fountains of great deeps of doubt 

Are broken ; and the flood is over all. 

Stealthy it creeps, that fluent unbelief. 

Up to one very soul ; which flies in vain 

E'en to the mountain spires of her despair 

She clings to last ; but, hark, she hears a word 

Taught in this very schoolroom ; and she sees 

The Spirit-bearing Church o'er that same flood 

Is passing ; then in haven she is safe. 

How quickly flew those moments of the mom ! 

The short incisive phrases from his lips, 

Delicately cm-ved and often smiling lips, 
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Were all ungathered by the hand ; but hearts 
Had culled this manna, small and round and 

sweet. 
For certainty seasoned every word of his ; 
Men, women, through the ages lived this faith 
And died in it, and shall do to the end. 

And sometimes on the Sabbath evening, when 
In the chapel's orient glass sunlight no more 
Shot through the stained leaves of Jesse's tree. 
And only gleams through rose and sapphire made 
More darkly clear the purple gloom within. 
Where the black heads had bent, and red, and fair. 
Of kneeling youth and boy and very child, 
O clearer then and sweeter, yet subdued. 
Was heard that silvery voice. 'Tis Gospel now. 
There lie in sunnier climes, midst liquid streams, 
Lakes of such sure reflectiveness, the flowers 
Upon their marge and tasselled slopes above 

And russet bergs, twice bathed in heaven's own blue, 
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As never yet in silvered mirror, shine. 

So gave he then the Gospel glories back ; 

Reading the true proportion of the Faith. 

The humblest amaranth of its flowers was there, 

Yet its dread heights of doctrines seemed so nigh 

A child could touch them ; all the lineaments 

Of heavenly love, drawn in dear traits of earth. 

Best revelation of the Uncreate God, 

Dim but with dimness of the unfathomed cloud 

It burst from, pitying earth ; that heavenly love 

Which flew back to the Father's throne, yet 

stands 
Now on the blood-red rock of sacrifice. 
Higher the theme, and higher, mounts, and yet 
It seems forever speaking to a child. 

Was it a father's, or a mother's voice. 

That made the novice latest torn from home. 

Home where to ask and to be served was one, 

A happier child ? Sure here too is a home ; 
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And not uneasy this strange servitude, 
When in the Hall to speed a menial task 
Roasted he roasts as in Assyrian fires, 
Or where whole copses load the iron dogs 
A scullion now he makes the poised pot 
Hot for his lord amidst the crackling blaze. 
Should indignation vex that waiting lord. 
Be sure this eve the blow shall not be given. 
So end such Sabbaths. Could the genial warmth 
Ousting wild winter howling in the porch 
Match the new fires then kindled in the heart, 
Or could one summer night, in breathing balm. 
Make peace as he did in a youthful soul ? 
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Verbal Inspiration 



Now the march is over : 

And the day is done : 
Now, where angels hover 

O'er the lowly throne, 
The meekest mutely bends before his Holy One. 
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Angels twain axe stooping ; 

Wings in darkness meet, 
Golden wings down drooping 

O'er the golden sheet 
Where the Eternal bums upon his Mercy-seat. 

There is but to harken, 

Eye ne'er raised from ground ; 
Mortal hghts to darken. 

Listening tiU It sound, 
That voice that from that Light shall break the dusk 
profound. 

Ne'er from rose-flushed heaven. 

When the manna Ues, 
Ne'er in crimson even. 

Nor in star-strewn skies, 
But in this darkness Yahveh speaks His mysteries. 

Of that unseen glory. 

Of things precious there, 
Wouldst thou teU the story ? 

First all stars declare ; 
And from the unfathomed beds all stores of ocean 
tear, 
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VERBAL INSPIRATION 

Then count up the treasure 

Of yon gold-sheathed Ark ; 
Then the mercy measure 

Throbbing in this spark 
Burning the canopied uncomprehending dark. 



Here sun-beams declining 

On the Writings rest : 
But a hght is lining 

Never from yon west 
Each sable symbol on its snow-white charter prest. 

Light lies on the pages. 

Such as in that Room 
Angels through the ages 
Guarded in the gloom ; 
And from these printed signs the words of Yahveh 
come. 
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Men for battle tear them 

Rudely from their shrines ; 
How blasphemers bear them 

Down their hostile lines ! 
The battle done, God's Ark is sport of PhUistines. 

By their profane stealing 

God and It they part ; 
But the Book's unsealing 

Is not for their art. 
Not for the aweless eyes and unanointed heart. 

Who the mirror shivers, 

Dust shaU be his gain ; 
Who brings the cold rivers 

On his fires amain. 
Blackness for all the glowing glory pays his pain. 

Words not spirit-litten 

Cease the heart to bless : 
Yet among them, smitten 

With unnamed distress. 
They put the feeble fancies of unfaithfulness. 
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Cease, ye scribes, your learning ; 

Leave the heavenly book : 
Then light shall be burning 

Where the angels look ; 
Send home that Volume which in vain ye captive 
took! 

Again the cover golden ! 

Mercy, like a dove. 
Still as in that olden 

Chamber, sits above ; 
On every tittle of God's Law still broods His Love. 

Gone the dazzling splendour 

When day's sun was high ; 
Now more dusk and tender 

Light must fiU the eye. 
To see the stars unveiling on night's canopy. 

When the mind is meekest. 

Faith's high heavens are bare : 
When the heart is weakest. 

Then shall they declare 
The glories that were hidden in that noontide glare. 
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Ah ! but then what clusters. 

What a starry throng 
Of unspoken lustres 

In her zenith hung 
Down to the spangled verge, her heavenly vaults 
among. 

Where the comet wanders. 

Where the meteor leaps, 
God hath yet more wonders : 

See the deeps on deeps 
Where His dim galaxy across the concave sweeps. 



There in currents gushing 

Through God's gates ajar 
Light is ever flushing 

Orb on orb afar : 
And brings e'en now the story of each ancient star. 
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Fallen, not evolving, 

Man, by evil won, 
Truth in myth dissolving ! 

Yet Truth's jewel shone 
E'en on the idol dung-heaps of foul Babylon. 

From the prime disaster 

Swiftly woe came in, 
But Love sped the faster 

After all to win. 
'Tis writ : no scribe shall blot the Record of man's sin. 

Here full sure the stricken 

Find their anodyne. 
Flowers are here to quicken 

Sense in souls who pine, 
World-warped, for some sweet breathing of a thing 
divine. 

Like as flowers unchanging 

Some dim woodland strew ; 
There in childhood ranging 

Every one we knew : 
All sweeter now that in those haunts long since they 
grew. 
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Yet behold new wonders : 

Angel faces glow 
Where the Spirit sunders 

Love's abyss below : 
And throngs through gates of pearl predestined go. 

So, from ruby sinking 

Into crimson flake. 
Faces quick as thinking 

In flame outline break ; 
And all the breathing fire a peopled glory make. 
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Why leapt not heart of man to constancy 
When Zeno taught to suffer and to die ? 
Then all his lessoned warriors might find 
The keenest arms of virtue in the mind ; 
By reasoning to know and do the right 
Beggar'd the fleshly joy, the deed of might ; 
And his new logic, linking gem to gem, 
Wove all the virtues to one diadem ; 
Wise, prudent, free, and just — what was not he 
Who saw his duty. Nature, shine in thee ? 
Amidst the falling monarchs he alone 
Might claim and climb an undisputed throne. 

So fell, the painted Portico along, 
His golden words amongst a listening throng ; 
For most, for all, as pearls before the swine : 
Gay Athens was not fitted for that shrine. 
Ah ! hers was not the joy of duty done : 
Her clenched hand grasps the gold of Macedon. 
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Prate not to her of triumph of the will ; 
Enough, her words, which now the Orient fill. 
Marched with a monarch through the Syrian gate 
From Issus' plain ; and spelt the Persian's fate. 
Let her dream still what virtue is ; yet be 
As fickle as the foam of her bright sea. 

By other hearts this faith shall be confest : 

Its men and martyrs shall be in the west. 

Wait, Zeno, till a nation born to rule 

Shall lend its truest scholars to thy school ; 

Wait till each plain shall wear the Roman ring. 

And her swift eagles every sky shall wing ; 

Her legions bear, with each returning brave. 

The wealth of kings and vices of the slave ; 

Its utmost every patriot soul has tried ; 

And ancient faith with young ^ Marcellus died ; 

Then in the moral whirlpool hearts shall turn 

To thee for strength, and with thine ardour bum. 

What if to stoic hands, by will of God, 

Come powers now wielded in the imperial rod ; 



' Virgil, jEneid vi. 873 — 

Heu pietas ! heu prisca fides ! 
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Those ancient powers, too vast, too equal grown. 
To save the state, but on a single throne ; 
Such as Octavian filled, and left the fool, 
The monster or the madman, there to rule ! 
If Zeno's gentlest with such power had wed, 
Rome's noblest, best, and bravest had not bled. 

What was it, GaUio, what, that charm of thine ? 
Was it of sweet aspect ; or converse fine ? 
Men 1 say that none, however churls of love. 
The artless manner of thee did not move. 
Didst drink it from thine Andalusian air. 
As waters stain the sheep aU golden there ? 
Not art of man but nature's self has dressed 
With living leaf those ^ fleeces of the west. 

Or did a brother, soothing long exile, 
Teach this sweet wisdom in the Corsic isle ; 
Amidst the misty mountain solitudes 
Or secret -keeping cloisters of the woods ; 

' Seneca, Nat. Qusst. iv. lo. He goes on to speak of his 
brother's " bonitas publica," " gratuitum etiam in obvios 
meritum," and " incomposita suavitas.'' 

' Martial ix. 6i. 4, 5 ; xii. 98. i, 2. 
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Wisdom, which equalled thee to One above, 

And added to thy stoic halo love ; 

And not, as Plato feigned, a heavenly dream ; 

Not for the rarest, not a fitful gleam ; 

But as the daily sunlight of each soul. 

For humblest head might wear that aureole ? 

Ah ! those were happy days ; ere back to Rome 

Both came, for great preferment, both to doom. 

Well had ye lingered still, ye gentle pair. 
Far from dark plottings round a hon's lair. 
Then had no stain been on your sanctities ; 
Nor men had seen how weak can be the wise ; 
Go, Lucius, and for empire mould a youth ; 
Then perish for thy wealth and not for truth ! 
Mark,i for thy princely province thou shalt sail : 
And on thy very judgment-seat shalt fail. 

With welcome round thy prow the seagulls fly ; 
If Stoic e'er believes in augury. 



1 This was Gallio's praenomen as a boy. Seneca says (Dial, 
xii. i8) that he " industriS honores consecutns est," so ais to be a 
joy to his mother. 
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How burst beneath their lord in glorious spray 
All the blue bUlows of Lepanto's bay. 
Now Arcady is opening, thee to greet. 
Each purple-shaded glen, and shy retreat : 
Now Castaly, from crags all sk3Avard hurled 
Which guarded once deep secrets of the world. 
Singing through holy comlands to the sea 
Brings mystic voices o'er the gulf to thee. 
On ; and the glory of the Isthmian strand. 
Pines, in dark dots midst ghmmering olives, stand ; 
And from beyond, where Sunium in the mom 
Had glittered, richer memories are borne ; 
There evening's umbered shade is slowly thrown 
From the huge Peak of thy sun-golden town : 
Thou knowest o'er what scenes, what shrines, 'tis 

cast ; 
A Stoic cannot quite forget the past. 



Fair is this Corinth ; but less fair than she 
Who rallied Greece the last for hberty. 
Still rustling through great Venus' colonnades 
Zephyrs unchanging wing her ancient shades ; 
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And to5ang with the sculptured splendour sweep 

Leaves that for ever from their vases peep ; 

Then laden with her idol incense still 

Voyage on to living vines upon the hill. 

All else is changed along her princely streets ; 

'Tis Rome, and ghaberdine with toga meets ; 

And curule chair and lion-trodden sand 

Tell where the victor lays the ruling hand. 

Ah ! GalUo, nothing here is strange to thee, 

Save one man's word, one sea-brought mystery. 



Ships of thy Tarshish all the haven crowd ; 
Paid is the costly freight, and loosed the shroud : 
And, nigh within that clamorous harbour's sound. 
But twice a league of glen and wooded ground. 
The seas bring tribute from another world 
To other quays where other sails are furled : 
Almost they touch ; yet parted e'er shall be. 
Each forest of the masts, each sapphire sea. 

So, close thou earnest once to that bold Jew ; 
So, close did each scan each ; yet never knew. 
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Thou, with thy stoic grace, thy fine disdain 
Of quaestor's petty theft or consul's gain ; 
Yet not so steadfast to thy i master's laws 
That thou wilt lose a cheaply-won applause : 
He, from whose lips thou wilt not hear the word 
Which to thy soul, if heard, had been a sword. 

For soon it came, the fateful morn ye met. 
On the ivory seat, in purple, thou art set 
Where airy arches let slant sunbeams fall 
Upon thy tribune in thy Julian hall. 
The turbaned plaintiffs now thine ushers bring ; 
They stand before thee in a noisy ring. 
Strange that great Roma still can tolerate 
These men so fuU of greed, so full of hate ; 
Who curse the gods and men of every town ; 
For none feel awe or pity but their own. 
Why did thy ^ Claudius send the sordid band 
To blot the peaceful brightness of this land ? 



' Claudius himself, in the administration of justice, would 
tire out his legal assessors by his unwearied application to busi- 
ness. In the control of the provinces and the vindication of the 
majesty of Rome he was mainly successful. 

* Suetonius, Claudius, 25. 
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Stay ! for this race was meek, was wondrous mild, 

When all thy sires were savage in the wild. 

For heaven (if thou believest in a heaven) 

To these its holiest and its best had given. 

They had a law your Zeno never spoke. 

Which on the very soul like lightning broke ; 

And seers more taught than thine to see within 

And pierce through fleshly veilings to a sin ; 

And prophets wiser than thine own to tell 

The world's true secret to their Israel. 

But now that halo of the heart which shone 

In reading of their oracles is gone. 

Ah ! for the ears for ever waxen gross. 

And eyes that see not truth beneath the gloss ; 

Ah ! for their heavy burden multiplied 

And for the anointing oil for ages dried ! 

Thou seekest not : and that strange history 

Never, cold Stoic, shall be told to thee. 

Thou seest but their eyes' fanatic flames 
While Sosthenes declaims the hated names. 
" Jesus, Anointed, Son of the living God ! " 
Is here transgression for thy lictors' rod ? 
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Jesus ! they say poor Pilate, judging ill, 

Once yielded that same Nazarene to their will. 

Thou art not there, in fierce Jerusalem ; 

Here thou hast Greeks to rule as well as them. 

The Son of God ! why, all the wise may be, 

Says 1 Seneca, at home with Deity. 

Does Paul proclaim him the anointed King ? 

That surely too is but a trivial thing ; 

In Spain thou knewst a beggar, lame and lone ; 
But wisdom gave that man an unseen throne. 
This Paul has mien of something still to say : 
But no ; this wrangling shaU not fill the day. 
Rome can abash the proud, protect the weak : 
She shall to-day ; but this man shall not speak. 

And so Paul speaking never shalt thou hear. 
Even 'twas mute for thee, that forehead clear ; 
That heart-suffused transparent countenance. 
Those grey-bright eyes with their commanding 

glance, 
That seemed to have in them some heavenly art 
To fathom and to win a stranger's heart ; 

' Epistle 59. 14 ; 31. 3. 
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That ^ curving grace of feature aquiline 

Fairer than Hebrew in its downward line : 

Those lips are sealed which as by seraph purged 

Here the great cause of thine own soul had urged : 

And yet that face once with a heavenly flash 

Did move a consul and a mage abash : 

Before that form, so bending and so fraU, 

A minion and adulteress shall quail ; 

Sharpened by this man pleading, truth's own sting 

Will goad 2 almost to faith the ^ incestuous king : 

And legend still shall tell how he will brave 

The storm and robber on thy sunset wave. 

Before armed dukes and princes of thy land. 

This Jesus' meek ambassador, to stand. 

But thou art stoic ; and without a flaw ; 
Naught now to do but act thy master's law. 
" This is no case of lawless deed or word ; 
This tangle shall be severed by no sword. 

1 eixafi-irrj Kal jiiirovffav o\ip rif irpoirilnrifi irepupepui/ T^y ^ico. 
Nicephorus, H. E. ii. 37 ; and S. Paul is twice elsewhere described 
as iiri^liivos, and also as etpiyos. As for the eyes of the Saint, he 
was {nroy\avKO!, and x^P"^- 

* Acts xxvi. 28. The A.V. rendering coincides with that of 
Erasmus and Luther. 

' Juvenal vi. 157. 
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Go, ye ; with Paul untie your legal knot ; 
Persuade, but, at your peril, harm him not." 

But lo ! thy hall fast emptied with thy staves 
Is filled again with loud returning waves ; 
Thy Greeks by this have taken heart of grace ; 
Jew Sosthenes they beat before thy face. 
In thy brief verdict lurked the imperial mind ; 
But was no faith, no sanctioning force, behind ? 
Thy rods, but late so busy, dost thou spare ? 
When justice' self is bruised, dost nothing care ? 
Does this thy tolerance veil the love of ease. 
And with fair promise purchase unfair peace ? 

But now thy months have sped ; thy rule is done. 

Away ! for thou art ^ fevered in this sun. 

These temples, gods, and games are naught to thee ; 

On the salt billow seek thy sanity. 

Yet what a freight of love and warm farewells 

Load thy Mght galley now thy canvass swells. 

How loud along thy quays the Greek applause, 

Won by thine edict mild, thine easy laws. 

^ Seneca, Ep. 104 (ad init.). 
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Ah ! midst a myriad voices what is one ? 
Thou hearest not the sad stern undertone. 



" False is thy faith, for apathy that strove ; 
False thy World-soul; thine everything, but love." 
That voice which this to thee may not proclaim 
Will wrap thy Corinth in a spirit-flame : 
E'en now whole households learn the inspiring lore ; 
Heaven's gifts on each in varied richness pour : 
And soon shall rhetoric, bettering thine, be loud 
From humble lips, while silenced sit the proud. 

No ! though thou oft hast tasted friendship's bUss, 
Thou shalt not know their love-feasts and their 

kiss ; 
Though solace high thy brother-friend has given. 
Thou shalt not know the rapture of their heaven ; 
Though he hath taught thee well how well to die, 
Thou shalt not know the martyr's ecstasy. 

With the strong South let every hawser ring ; 
With his rough touches let thy canvass sing. 
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Thou canst not break too fast the Ionian foam 
If it shall float thee farther from thy Rome. 
For these sharp blusters and these seething seas 
Do drench and buffet but to give thee ease : 
But in thy Rome, not as this Adria kind, 
Leisure, or joy, or peace, thou shalt not find ; 
Her human seas, betwixt a smile and frown. 
Would hurl thee to their summit but to drown. 

Alas ! thou glidest in thy swift liburn 

By ^ those fair shores which Vesvius soon shall 

bum. 
How smiling now the monster mountain towers 
With sun-steeped pastures clothed and vineyard ^ 

bowers ; 
E'en now by some kind voice if thou couldst know 
How near is death in lurid fires below, 
Yet how more prompt to burst, more fierce than 

these. 
Beneath his smile thou thinkest still to please. 



^ A votive tablet bearing the name L. Junius, Consul, found at 
Pompeii, may be Gallio's. 
' See Martial iv. 44. 
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To blight the brightest and the best, shall wait 
The lurking lava of an emperor's hate ! 



Is, then, this moth too weak to shun that flame ? 
Is Stoic so insensate e'en to shame ? 
Thee ^ once, though veiled, no flattery did be- 
guile ; 
No soul could scorn, as thine, ambitious wile ; 
And to thy golden heart this new-bom lust 
For golden bribes did never lend its rust. 
Then, Gallio, tell what mean these masquerades 
Along the torch-lit lake and twinkhng shades. 
Some hands their vizors from the masquers tear ; 
What ? did a Mummius dance so nimbly there ? 
Spent all bequeathed spoil of conquered Greece, 
In her own daintiest arts he now must please : 
\nd bluer blood of grander lineage 
Glows in the venal revel of yon stage ; 
To their new platform now the Scipios crowd ; 
Gagged for all good, in tuneful evil loud. 



^ Seneca describes his brother as " inexpugnabUis vir adversus 
insidias," i.e. of flattery. 
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A consul calls for Music's star divine ; 

The Prince comes on ; (was that voice, ^ Gallic, 

thine ?) 
His harp preludes unutterable things ; 
He picks, as for some dainty, on his strings : 
Gods ! is this low weak quavering from on high ? 
'Tis spell-bound silence still, save Seneca's sigh, 
Till on the cadence bursts the bravos' hum 
Midst phrenzied plaudits of Rome's midnight scum. 

O all too gracious, whom now wilt thou trust 

Where virtue,' honour, wisdom bite the dust ; 

Where warning sage and bard of virile wing 

Are scorned and envied by an artist king ; 

A king who, zeal or poesy to mend. 

To each his fateful guardsman has to send ? 

Away ! be minion to no matricide ! 

Go ^ where thy brother now and peace abide ; 

Where bum no ^ passions, but the flame serene 

' For the whole scene see Dio Cassius Ixi. 20. GaUio seems to 
have been Nero's stage manager on this occasion. 

* S. Jerome, in the Chronicle of Eusebius (p. 161, ed. Seal), says 
that Gallio committed suicide. 

^ Seneca dedicated his three books, De Ir^, to his brother, who, 
he says, " hates anger, as the most foul madness of all the 
passions." 
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Of friendship true as true on earth hath been ; 
Where reason speaks and flattery is forgot, 
Where courtesy may smile, and tremble not. 
For thee this ruling evil is too strong. 
Go, noble heart, and join that blessed throng ; 
And leave to greater than thyself to move 
This maddened Rome to saneness and to love. 
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The Abbey 

Noon's level rays of sunlight pass 
On slender shaft and vaulted height. 
And bars of purple-mingled light. 

Reflected glories of old glass, 

Fall on the floor of that dim aisle 
Where a low legend and a name 
Tells that a Poet's tongue of flame 

Is quenched beneath the marble pale 

Of seraph dropping o'er his rest 

The staunchless tear : ah, meet it is 
That light in deeper dyes should kiss 

The very name of Nature's priest : 
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Of him who on her lowliest blade 
Ever in double portion poured 
His soul, till some almost adored 

The splendour of the mystery made. 



But list — they wait a holier flame 
Than this, which through the tinted panes 
The busts of eSrthly glory stains. 

For one who bears that Poet's name. 



And now the organ note is low ; 
And voices in the vaulting lost 
Call the mild gleams of Pentecost ; 

The throng is hushed ; and hearts aglow 



Ask, " ShaU this house of Israel 

Be blest, as in its narrow street, 

That house which saw the Thirteen meet ? 
Through lancets struggling scantly fell 
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" Mom's summer blaze ; nor lit the room ; 

But tremblings shook the massy floor ; 

A whirlwind rushed upon the door : 
And flames were darting in the gloom. 



" Then rested, and quick utterance 
Was given, and hearts' musings turned 
To tongues of fire and words that burned : 

The nations kindled at their glance 



" Who told the simple truth so well, 
All skill of Roman orator, 
All Greece, and Alexandrian lore 

Knew not the secret of that spell. 



" They rested ; peasants could command 
As He, who on His own wild lake 
When billows wrapped the bulwark spake. 

And fierceness felt the curbing hand. 
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" Nor fail they in the latter days, 
Though here no Syrian radiance glows. 
Yon window, orbed as opening rose, 

These arches kings have loved to raise, 



" Are shaken with no whirlwind's sweep 
Yet the long lineage shall not die : 
O Paraclete, Thy gifts are nigh. 

And prelates' hand thine unction keep." 



Faith sees : and, as still dews descend, 
Upon this chosen priest who kneels 
Beneath the gathered hands, it steals. 

That brow is sealM to the end ! 



And now the trumps, inspired again, 
Proclaim the irrevocable gift. 
And joyous jubilation lift. 

And shake with praise the vaulted fane. 
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O may the rod he takes be bold 
To guide aright the skilless flocks 
Ever beneath the shadowing rocks, 

And all the anointed lambkins fold. 



When the wolf comes, may he not flee : 
To win a peacemaker's cheap name, 
As some archpriest, or statesman's fame, 

And yet withal a traitor be, 



Who would with very shepherd's staff 
Browbeat the doors of Jesus' schools. 
And foul with very feet the pools 

Of Siloah, whence His children quaff ! 
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S. Frideswide. A Prelude 

Hast ever in a night of storm, 

Just ere the morning broke 
Or ere in leafy chantry 

One bird awakening spoke. 
Seen in the glimmering firmament 

Betwixt Day's door ajar, 
High o'er a darkhng woodland 

The serene Morning Star ? 



So calm was Dida's daughter 

Above dark Mercia's night ; 
Though yet no song with praise was strong 

To hail the orient hght. 
High o'er the shock of battle 

She gathered, who would fly 
From earl and nun's mad riot 

To sylvan sanctuary. 
6i 



S. FRIDESWIDE. A PRELUDE 

She comes with maidens round her ; 

She comes upon the stream ; 
Like her in all yon thickets 

Doth any snowflake gleam ? 
Sunlit doth any ripple 

Around her rushing prow 
Break as the light from her pure eyes. 

Lit by the spirit now ? 



She steps upon the greensward ; 

So light yet firm her tread 
She seems like one who triumphs 

O'er that which she hath fled. 
Ah ! many more to that same shore, 

Warm with their vestal flames, 
Idlesse shall spurn, for truth shall burn. 

By that same murmuring Thames. 

But Mercia hath her custom ; 

The eagle sights the dove : 
The meek must fear the mighty 

Save in the courts above. 
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Alas ! King Inez crownless 

To the seven hills is gone ; 
In Wessex, but a weakling stays 

To fill the dragon throne. 



The coracles down Severn 

For many a pirate spin : 
And Dee fuU many a robber 

Hath wafted to his sin. 
But all those wicked waters 

Bear to their felon deed 
None fierce, as this fell Algar 

And his armed minions speed. 

They come : the green gulf quivers 

Beneath their painted beak, 
And aU the o'erarching greenwood 

Is trembling for the weak. 
But vain sweet Nature's fluttering ; 

And vain thy maids to save ; 
Vain e'en the cot's concealment ; 

Ah ! Frideswide, now be brave ! 
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She came : with viewless weapon, 

Not as Jael's in the tent, 
She struck : for him was darkened 

Yon sunny firmament. 
Then that same hand he fiercely wooed 

Was on the raider there ; 
It had heaven's healing in it, 

So often raised in prayer. 

Go ; view that scene of pity 

In the wild Berroc wood : 
And praise, thou child of the ages, 

That stainless maidenhood, 
And faith that won and kept the ground 

To bear thy fanes and spires. 
And chambers where thy raptured thought 

Still feeds eternal fires. 
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Pomps and Vanities 

A PAGEANT of mountain and mead : 
The mead of the West never changes ; 
It is wet with the touch of the seas, 
And the beeves there always are lowing. 
See, not to be numbered they feed. 
On and on, where all isled with the granges. 
To yon hills the long level leas, 
Green ocean to green shore, are flowing. 



They cease at a far eastern door ; 

There a Tower ever looks on the land. 
Is that where the Stave broke to bloom 
From hands that had handled the Christ ? 
To the south, by yon desolate moor, 
Did the scythemen of Monmouth stand 
'Midst the clouds and flash of their doom : 
Where sunlight now silvers the mist ? 
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Ah ! infinite here they are flitting, 
The visions of saint and of slaughter, 

But where is the voice that shall hymn them ? 
This Past, will it here be told ? 
But afar this hour there is sitting 
A Lady by ^ green-gushing water : 

Her dreams have deft hands to limn them. 
And her past is all turned to gold. 

She calls, and they fiU the avenues 
With prancing of myriad hooves. 

O'er their cheeks aU the lovelocks flinging 
For their King in the sieged City. 
She calls : lo ! rarer retinues 
Of dames which Elizabeth loves : 

Her the beauteous bevies are bringing 
To the halls of the wise and the witty. 

She calls ; and a deep bell is booming 
Where a cardinal stands in a gate ; 
Right red is the hue of his bonnet ; 
He is telling that king, the uxorious, 

' The Cherwell. 
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How this House in the storm that is coming 
Shall mock at dissolving fate ; 
The blessing of Rome is upon it ; 

Yes, through change, it wiU ever be glorious. 



She caUs : and the civil feud rages ; 
But cope and mitre and host 

Pass on through the murderous lane. 
And the burgher and student are stiUed. 
She calls up the stream of the ages ; 
What though all the records be lost ? 
She knows how her scholars were fain ; 
She wots how their hearts were filled. 

Still the host and the mitre and cope ; 
They come to anoint a king : 
This Gilead wanteth not balm 

And the peace of tonsure and gown, 
Since a maid lit the torches of hope : 
Here up Isis meandering 
She fled to a sylvan calm, 
And the seed of this Wisdom was sown. 
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Ah ! Lady, as fair thou art cunning. 
Well thy sons and thy citizens wrought 
In many a populous bout : 
On their steeds they were borne or were running 
To picture thy daintiest thought. 
Indeed, thou art glorious without. 

But wUt thou not listen awhile ? 

Art thou true to that glorious past ? 
Never so fair as now was thy smile. 

And thy new-chiselled stones will aU last ; 
And thy children in many a chamber, 

Donning locks for this ancient feigning, 

And bright in their scarlet and amber 
And samite and satin and silk, 

And thy cavahers ceaselessly reining 
For the strangers from over the seas, — 
Debonair are they all ; for the milk 
Of their minds is from thee ; and the training 

Of their souls is from thee, who art fair. 
But hast thou not sterner than these, 
Dames in damask and friars in the frock ? 

And canst thou fires dying repair, 
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And the greater than eyes to please 

Canst thou still from thy treasures unlock, 

The hearts that were beating beneath 

And loved their dear covenant there 

Unto inevitable death ? 

When a doctrine led on to the block 

Did they quail in the pitiless strife ? 

Nay : their causes were dearer than life. 

Art thou true to thy glorious past ? 
God's cherubim legions descend 

To thy fanes, and the fire on thy hearth. 
For they are God's angels of thought ; 
And to thee ; for thy thought has been cast 
To the continents' uttermost end ; 
And thou art the navel of earth ; 
And from thee are the oracles sought. 

To thy shrines the Cherubim come, 
Floors worn by the mystic's feet ; 
Where glass in tint lucid and strong 
Tells a deed of God's tenderness. 
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They move in a cedam gloom 
Round a life-giving Mercy-seat : 
But of thy young infinite throng, 
Who come, whom they come to bless ? 



But, maybe, in their cells they are tracking 
The flight of a lightning mind ; 

Through the maze of their well-conned pages 
They hear how the Masters call. 
Alas ! to the cells they are lacking ; 
Whom on some arena you'll find. 
Where the fanatic fury rages 

Round the flights of a leathern ball. 



Ah ! when Wisdom dies, tUl ill-jesting. 
But fear, very fear, says must, 
When faith and love fail to do. 

Lo ! the torturer's chamber, the rack : 
And thy nursling now must be testing 
What atoms are all things and dust : 
The Good, the Beauteous, the True : — 
Away ! 'tis a useless track. — 
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Better list to young History, telling 

That the evil were good, the good evil : 
Or young priests, if to say they are able 

What word of the Word was e'er spoken : 
And the heavenliest ? flowers and this dwelling ? 
Now with man they are all on a level. 
His fall, their glory, a fable ; 

For earth's chain can never be broken. 



Envoy 

Well, after these practical courses 

With the knives probing life's deepest fount ; 
And the critics busy blaspheming, 
All that heart and soul have done ; 
They shall know some day, when the forces 
Of fire from the centre mount ; 

They shall know all this was the seeming, 
And the word of God real alone. 
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April 25, 1908, and After 



Mazy primroses breathed together, 
Sweetness infinite in each one ; 

On their dusted Hps drank the weather, 
Took to odorous hearts the sun. 



Then on salvers so sweetly dinted. 
Million salvers of sulphur bloom, 

Softly poured from throats darkly tinted 
The ineffable dear perfume. 

Multitudes, multitudes, strewing 

Copses bared for their luscious gleam, 

Could they reck of their own undoing ? 
Could they wake from a sunbright dream ? 
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While clouds white as fleeces sailing 
O'er a deepening azure rush : 

Soon the caprifole would be trailing 
Slender fingers on every bush, 



And fritiUaries ready rearing 

Snaky heads on their pale green neck 
At a zeph57r would all be bearing 

Pensive beUs with the purple fleck. 



Yet the sunlitten gems were shaded ; 

All the spring in a snow-drift wept ; 
As the ageless Edens faded 

When Earth's ice to her tropic swept. 



All was done in a night's white wonder. 

Into rack the red moon went ; 
AU the green things of Earth lay under 

Pan on paU from the firmament. 
73 



APRIL 25, 1908, AND AFTER 

For feathery flakes were gliding 

Thick and still in the next dank mom. 

Eve again ; every branch is in hiding ; 
Every smothered brake more forlorn : 



As if Death for ever descending 
Every coign, every cranny filled. 

Yet, behold ! on each branch low-bending 
Strangest beauty e'en then was spilled. 



Many a coraline branching glory 
In deep Ocean woods has birth : 

But dim is its loveliest story 
To these corals that glisten on earth. 
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As when kings the Almighty scattered, 
Heavenly lances pierce the snows 

And the glacial shields have shattered. 
Every tint from its burial glows. 



There is thieving again by the rivers 

Where the spike and the plumelet blush ; 

And the butterfly's pennon quivers 
Where cups of new crimson flush. 



All again is the ancient marauding 
On the flowers and their million streaks ; 

Down again to their golden hoarding 
They are dipping a miUion beaks. 



As they dipped on the ancient mornings 
In the eocene gardens of God ; 

Lovelier then were the flowers' adomings. 
Nor among them His Image trod. 
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What of that ? Did they need to inflame them 
Eye of man, or his soul to bless ? 

Or articulate voice to name them ? 
What's a name to their loveUness ? 



Yet, botanist bettering creation. 
Who would'st breathe a soul into flowers. 

And adjust all their generation 

By some cunning of mental powers. 



Think not thou that no Hand bent above them 
When the moth to their chambers thrust, 

And no Eye was there better to love them 
Than the bee's with his poUen dust. 



Walked not One then amidst their glory 

In the cool of the day's decline. 
Who saw ; ere He ended their story 

With that eye that would make them thine ? 
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Yes ; the Lord of their loneliest mansion/ 
Of each gem in the lake and wood, 

He was watching each bright expansion ; 
That is God's infinitude. 



Not a stem, not a cup there mounted 
Into light, that He did not see ; 

As no soul of a man uncounted 
For His love's redemption shall be. 



Earth hath scattered of that past splendour 
Random sparks by these forest ways : 

But the heart is not here that can lend her 
AH the pageant of ancient days ; 
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APRIL 25, 1908, AND AFTER 

And not here the heart that embraces 
All the lineaged blessed throng. 

Ah ! we look in their lovely faces ; 
But we cannot love all long. 



For God with one flower prophesying 
Dipt stencil in brighter dyes 

To foretell of new mystery lying 
In the look of some loving eyes. 



So too late, too late, to single 

Where, in deeps of green-misted gloom, 
White and crimson so sweetly mingle 

On the lips of a ruby bloom ; 



Or yon stachys would not be breathing 
Unpluckt from her hedgerow shade : 

Surely flesh and blood interwreathing 
Sweeter union never made ! 
78 



APRIL 25, 1908, AND AFTER 

'Tis too late ! To the chosen fairest 
Let us on, where in dusky streak 

Droop their lashes on eyes of the rarest. 
O'er pale gold of a velvet cheek : 



Though a slanting beam is revealing 
Lovely whorls on the woodruff stem, 

And in galaxy dim outstealing 

All the glade those white stars gem. 



Onward still, to the sandy ranges. 

There it is, throbbing fold on fold, 
The face where thought to thought changes ! 

But 'tis thought that may not be told : 



Streaked purple and azure glistening ; 

That is all, round a golden core ! 
Yet the Seraphim look so, listening 

To the harps on the heavenly shore. 
79 



Sonnets 



'*Ah bella Napoli" 

(At Sorrento) 

He sings, as if his heart-strings caught the tune, 
And not his cithern's, and the airs did bring 
That cadence from the Gulf, whose foamy ring 

Washes far sun-bright palaces wide strewn 

As shells on strand of Circe. Fires below. 

And Sin amongst their walls ; yet he must sing : 
As must night's brown entranc&d songster fling 

To the beaming moon his music, fast or slow ; 

Not knowing aU the fire-wrought nothingness 
That in her very spots of splendour dwells. 

Never, young singer, shall one throb the less. 
One bubble, fail from all thy golden weUs ; 

Let rainbow dyes be on thy hair and dress, 
And sweet Parthenope still cast her spells. 



Naples 



Still sunburnt revelry and vintage bloom, 
As when of old the maiden-featured band 
Leapt from their barks upon thy gleaming strand. 

Still the young pupils of thy hippodrome 

Lift thy light cars that race like Neptune's foam, 
And galley-oars from many a brawny hand 
Flash o'er thy sapphire gulf ; by zephyr fanned, 

Still Capri's rocks, like plunging dolphin, loom. 

Do wheels from Acheron pass amongst thy flowers. 
As once in Enna ; doth the steed's hot breath 
Impatient snort in thy green-glowing caves ? 

Nay ; for God's angel stays the fiery showers. 
Who scarfs thy skies with but one steamy wreath 
Above thy clamorous walls and dancing waves. 
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All Souls' Day, Naples 

Death is not left in solitude to-day ; 

See slanting down yon lava-cumbered scene 
The blush of Vesvius' vineyards glows between 

The ashy ruin ; so on this calm way 

Life glances ; and soft breezes, half in play, 

Waft scent and song from each sepulchral screen 
Amongst as hushed a crowd as might have been 

Around the emptied rock where Lazarus lay. 

They offer flowers, not tears ; and sooth 'tis weU 
That Life's tumultuous waves by love be driven 

To this pale city where the conquerors dweU ; 
Should make the very charnel-house a heaven 

With host upraised and sound of sanctus beU, 
TiU yon blue veil from God's own face be riven. 
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Translations into English 

1. From the Argonaut'tcs of Apollonius 

Rhodius, iii. 828-972. 

2. From the Dionysiacs of Nonnus, xl. 316- 

362. 



Love in the Shrine 

But, at the earliest ray by morning shed, 

Those nimble fingers gather on her head 

Each auburn tress that in her waking phght 

Had tossed dishevelled aU the Hvelong night. 

She cools her fevered cheeks and makes them shine 

With glistering unction of a scent divine. 

And now a robe of brightest dye she took 

To fit her form by many a flexile hook ; 

Then threw a shining veil above her snood 

And head of fragrance that would please a god ; 

Trod up and down her chamber giddily 

Nor recked of woes at hand ; or woes to be ; 

And called her maidens : few as were her own 

They numbered summers, none had wedlock 

known; 
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LOVE IN THE SHRINE 

Twelve, sleeping in the hall before the room 

That lodged their mistress in its perfumed gloom 

She bade them quick her mule-car to prepare 

Her to the temple of Hell's queen to bear. 

So harnessed they the team at her behest : 

Meanwhile she searched a dainty carven chest. 

A drug was there they call Prometheus' wort. 

Such strength it gave to those who with it fought. 

Whoever, after nightly ritual done 

Dear to the Only-begotten Knowing One, 

With this from head to foot hath drenched his 

frame, 
Him neither stroke of steel nor flare of flame 
Shall cut or scathe ; but bettered shall he stay 
In might and mettle all that cruel day. 
For o'er a glen from Caucasus' fell peak 
A carrion eagle flew, with dripping beak 
Fleshed in the Titan's agonizing heart : 
It dropped the god's blood : thence this flower did 

start. 
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Its head is hung a cubit from the ground. 

With hue like saffron in Cilicia found. 

Poised on twin stalks ; and with a root like flesh 

Cut with a knife while yet its wound is fresh. 

She strained the juice thence, dark as mountain 

holm's. 
With shell once found amongst the Caspian foams : 
But not till seven times bathed in running streams. 
Till seven times, in black robes, by nightly beams 
She adored that Orb who brings the child to birth. 
Queen of the dead, yet Wanderer o'er the earth. 
Then, while she cut that root, earth's inmost 

groimd 
Moaned and was quivering at her Titan's wound ; 
And from Prometheus' crag there came a cry 
As if he felt some added agony. 
This essence taking in her zone she placed ; 
Sweet zone which ran around her peerless waist ; 
Then through the doors she stepped, her car to ride ; 
And eke two maidens mounted by her side. 
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Her left hand grasped the reins, the well-cut thong 

Her right ; then furiously she drove along, 

And, by the wicker holding fast behind. 

The rest ran all together like the wind. 

For fine-spun frock raised high o'er snow-white knee 

Left every limb for that swift journey free. 

As when fresh bathed from her warm Virgin water 

Or Amnis' deeps Latona's goddess daughter 

Mounts o'er her golden wheel that never flags. 

And scours the hiU-tops with her strong young stags : 

She stands erect upon that speeding car 

And scents the holy hecatomb afar : 

Round her the Nymphs, her fleet foot-women, throng, 

Such as to Amnis' very springs belong 

Or peaks rill-streaming. As she passes by 

Fear tames to whining every wild beast's cry. 

So sped they through the town : in every street 

Men downcast shunned their princess' gaze to meet. 

Now the last house is past, and o'er the plain 

Her bounding wheels have brought her to the fane. 
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LOVE IN THE SHRINE 

Then stepped she out, right joyful, to the ground ; 
Thus speaking to her maidens gathered round. 

" Dears, I have errfed greatly to have come 
Hither where aliens to our nation roam. 
Distraction fills the city : doubt and fear 
Hold all its womanhood from worship here. 
But come ; there are no other ears and eyes ; 
Let us content our hearts with lullabies : 
And in this sweet employ an hour we'll pass, 
Gathering the flowers that star this tender grass. 
Then we'U retxim ; and blessed shall ye be 
If this my plan ye will assist ; and me. 
My brother and my sister both conspire 
(Hush ! keep these words from knowledge of our 

sire) 
To urge my saving from most cruel death 
In promised conflict with the bulls' hot breath 
This stranger, for his rescue paying price : 
And I do well approve of their advice. 
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I've called him from his mates to this retreat. 
And with him, maybe, guerdons that are meet 
Them we'll divide ; to him, against worse ill, 
I'll lend in turn a lotion deadlier stUl. 
But, dears, withdraw, when he is entering in." 
They smile assent : her grace and cunning win. 



But from the throng of shipmates Argus drew 
The son of ^Eson, soon as e'er he knew 
From her two brothers that by morning's shine 
The maid would drive to Hecate's high shrine. 
Before the hero o'er the plain he strode, 
And Mopsus was their comrade on that road : 
Mopsus, in birds the expert, skilled to say 
If weU they came, if well they flew away. 
But on that morning by the Queen of heaven 
Such graciousness to Jason had been given 
No son of the immortals e'er had worn, 
Nor hero e'en from seed of Zeus e'er born. 
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To see him, what a charm was in his glance ! 
To hear him speak, what heavenly utterance ! 
His very comrades now must in amaze 
Upon that beaming beauty turn and gaze ; 
And Mopsus went along fuU joyfully. 
Presaging all as it was sure to be. 



A poplar tall beside their pathway stood ; 
It rustled with its leaves infinitude. 
'Twas peopled with a crowd of croaking crows : 
And one, from out their black and glossy rows 
On flapping wings high soaring, from the tree 
Cawed by the wiU of Here to the three. 
" Shame on that reverend soothsayer below 
For minding not what every child doth know. 
A maid will never to a man be sweet 
When him with aU his following she must meet. 
Avaunt, thou sorry seer : be thine no joys 
The Cyprian gives, or her delightsome boys." 
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LOVE IN THE SHRINE 

Then Mopsus smiled at the reproachful bird, 

Yet heard in that hoarse voice a heaven-sent 

word. 
And said, " Hie, Jason, to the fane, and find 
The maiden there you wot of : very kind 
By the Cyprian's instigation wiU she be. 
The Cyprian, Phineus said, wiU fight for thee. 
But I and Argus in this spot the while 
WUl tarry for thee ; only thou beguile 
The maiden, and with all thy cunning move." 
So he : and his shrewd words they both approve. 

Nor had Medea now a heart for song : 

Whate'er she played was not her plaything long. 

How faint and faltering now her sweetest tones. 

Nor faces she her young companions : 

But with her head aside, and sidelong view 

She peeps adown each temple avenue. 

How beats her heart, whene'er she seems to hear 

In rustling breeze a footfall drawing near ! 
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Ah, soon, too soon for her, her longing eyes 

Sees jEson's son upon the pathway rise. 

As bright swart Sirius rises from the deep 

To scatter endless death on countless sheep, 

So bright, so burning bright, the hero came 

To make the toil and torment of love's flame. 

Her heart sinks in her bosom ; her poor eyes 

Are misted ; to her cheek hot crimson flies ; 

And neither backward can she step, nor fore, 

For knee and foot are frozen to the floor. 

Meanwhile her court, retiring one by one, 

From that strange presence and the shrine are gone. 

The two stand there amidst the stillness round 

Without one spoken word, without a sound. 

As stand two oaks or two high-spiring firs 

Deep rooted on a crag, when no wind stirs : 

But then, when once the breezes on them play. 

In ceaseless motion murmur all the day : 

So, soon this silent pair their tongues shall move 

To words enough beneath the wind of Love. 
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The fatal symptoms in her Jason knew, 

And, flattering, fuel on the flame he threw. 

" Why, maiden, of a lonely man such fear ? 

One of the world's bravadoes is not here : 

Nor was I such at home in Thessaly. 

So, or to teU or question, be not shy. 

We meet as friends, these solemn waUs within. 

Where to deceive were sacrilege and sin. 

So let thy words be frank, thy questioning true ; 

Nor with fair phrases keep me from my due. 

Thy sister thou didst promise at the first 

To give me charms that should defy the worst. 

O, by thy parents, by this Queen of Night, 

By Zeus, I pray thee, who maintains the right 

Of the alien and suppHant ! hither now 

As both I come, as both before thee bow 

In this dire need down kneeling. Without thee 

In that grim fray I ne'er can conqueror be. 

Aid me ! and great shall be thy recompense ; 

Great as may be from us when far from hence. 
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Returning we will build thy high renown, 

We, and our wives and mothers all, who groan 

Now longing for us, sitting on our shore. 

Ah ! thou can'st end at once their anguish sore. 

'Twas maiden Ariadne who did free 

(Child of the sunbom maid Pasiphae) 

Theseus from his hard toil ; for she was kind ; 

And soon, when anger slept in Minos' mind. 

Embarked with him whom she had power to save 

She fled from fatherland across the wave. 

The Immortals loved her, and her sign was set : 

They call it Ariadne's coronet ; 

Its lustrous gems around the midnight pole 

Amongst heaven's star - wrought pictures ever 

roll. 
Thou too shalt shine heaven's favourites among. 
If thou wilt save this brave but doomed throng. 
If aught a contour and a face can tell. 
In thoughtful kindnesses thou dost excel." 
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Thus he the maid with glory did beguile. 

With downcast eyes still stood she ; but her smile 

Came sweet like nectar, for to be so praised 

Stirred her whole soul ; and then her eyes she raised. 

Yet could she find no fit preluding word 

But would in one full torrent all have poured. 

Instead, she takes with lavish reckless haste 

Her drug from the sweet band around her waist. 

Joyous he grasps it ; into that same hand 

She'll drain her life-blood, if he that demand. 

So swiftly Love's sweet flames in lightning run 

From aU the flaxen curls of Qison's son. 

And seizing all her maiden glances dart 

Inward with parching ardour to her heart. 

Yes, she is parched as dewdrops on the rose 

Warmed in the sunbeam scorching as it glows. 

One moment of each other diffident 

Both on the floor their ardent eyes have bent. 

The next they fear no more the glance too fond ; 

And radiant brows and smiling lips respond. 
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Tyre 



Ah ! what a joy to see ! a City bound 

By seas which all but girdled her around ; 

Hers was that shape the Queen of midnight limns 

While yet one darkened edge her fulness dims. 

Still as the Wine-god gazed his wonder grew. 

Land to sea welded so ! 'Tis beauty new. 

This Tyre in ocean dipped, by earth embraced ; 

One zone o'er triple loins is round her waist. 

Or liken her, as thus the brine she braves. 

To some fair swimming maid amidst the waves ; 

Head, neck, and bosom plunging from the land. 

O'er the twin bays she spreads each gleaming hand. 

In dazzling sprays her dazzling limbs are lost ; 

And yet both feet seem planted on the coast. 



StiU for the god this land more wonders hath ; 
See, where some sailor on his watery path 
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TYRE 

Lists to a herdsman on his shrilly reeds 

Piping alongside. How the goatherd leads 

On where the nets are drawn ! The oars' strong 

stroke 
Gives rhythmic measure to the plough's deep work ; 
And timber-cutters in the bordering wood 
Talk to close-veering carriers on the flood. 
So in one spot he hears the lowing kine, 
And whispering leaves, and dashing of the brine ; 
Cables and cordage, flowers and forest scent. 
From the mixt scene of sea and land are sent : 
Here, sheep, and sickle at the ear now full ; 
There, rudder and taut canvas waft the hull. 

Then, when o'er all his eager glance had swept, 
Thus into burning words his wonder leapt : 
" And island on a mainland ! Truce to lies. 
Yet thing so fair hath never met mine eyes. 
Tall treetops o'er the brine their whispers fling, 
And fawness' listen while the sea-nymphs sing ; 
And light from Lebanon the noontide breeze. 
Equal o'er cornland and the Tyrian seas. 
Breathes speed to seamen, cool to toiling swains. 
To barks new motion, and new life to grains. 
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Here ocean's Lord accosts the harvest Queen ; 
Besides his deepy prongs her sickle's seen. 
As o'er a voiceless caJm of his stilled sea 
His wheels unwetted glide victoriously. 
And she, to race alongside no way slack. 
Lashes her plunging dragons' brawny back. 
Dear Tyre, earth's gem, heaven's image, ever be. 
And wear the triple belt of every sea." 
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Translations into Latin 

The Evening Star. Campbell. 
Stanzas for Music. Byron. 



The Evening Star 

Gem of the crimson-coloured even, 

Companion of retiring day. 
Why at the closing gates of heaven, 

Beloved Star, dost thou delay ? 

So fair thy pensile beauty bums 
When soft the tear of twilight flows ; 

So due thy plighted love returns 

To chambers brighter than the rose ; 

To Peace, to Pleasure, and to Love 
So kind a star thou seem'st to be, 

Sure some enamour'd orb above 

Descends and bums to meet with thee ! 

Thine is the breathing, blushing hour. 
When all unheavenly passions fly. 

Chased by the soul-subduing power 
Of Love's delicious witchery. 
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O QVJE punicea luces, gemmae instar, in aursl 

Vesperis, o pronum rite secuta diem, 
Cur limen mutandum inter claudendaque coeli 

Ostia tam longa, cara, tenere morsl ? 

Quid tibi vis ? dum manat enim sero aethere fletus 
Roscidus, accendit tale tua ora decus, 

Tam salvH redis usque fide, thalamosque revisis 
Qui roseis terrae praenituere toris, 

Tamque voluptatem praestas pacemque et amorem 

Luminis oblatum condicione tui, 
Ut nunc crediderim descendere te quoque amantem 

Stellam aliquam, et votis reddere vota tuis. 

Haec vobis rubet hora : silent spirantia pacem 
Templa poli : procvd est ira, nefasque procul. 

Omne suis vitium praedulcibus ipse venenis 
Arguit et vafro numine pellit amor. 
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THE EVENING STAR 

O ! sacred to the fall of day, 

Queen of propitious stars, appear, 

And early rise, and long delay, 
When Caroline herself is here ! 

Shine on her chosen green resort 

Whose trees the sunward summit crown. 
And wanton flowers, that well may court 

An angel's feet to tread them down : — 

Shine on her sweetly scented road. 
Thou star of evening's purple dome, 

That lead'st the nightingale abroad. 
And guid'st the pilgrim to his home. 

Shine where my charmer's sweeter breath 
Embalms the soft exhaling dew. 

Where dying winds a sigh bequeath 
To kiss the check of rosy hue ; — 

Where, winnowed by the gentle air. 

Her silken tresses darkly flow 
And faU upon her brow so fair, 

Like shadows on the mountain snow. 
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THE EVENING STAR 

O Stellas inter regina eademque sacerdos, 
Si qua favet votis, luce cadente, meis, 

Ociiis hue surgas, et seriiis occide, quaeso, 
Compositum invisat dum Carolina locum. 

Delectumque nemus lustra viridemque latebram 
Virginis Hesperio quse silet ecce ! jugo ; 

Quotque volunt obiter flores, ceu sub pede divae, 
Illius incessu, turba proterva, teri. 

Tu dumeta facem praefer per odora meanti, 
O quse purpureo vesperis apta tholo 

Ducis luce foras Philomelam, eademque reducis 
Alma viatores, agmina lassa, domum. 

Aera nectareo sic condiat ore puellse 
Suavior halanti munere roris odor ; 

Sic sua depositi jam per suspiria venti 
Lenta genis roseis oscula missa legent ; 

Illius et molles fluctu nigrante capillos 
Leniter aurarum mystica vannus agat ; — 

Candidaque infuscent aspersi tempora crines 
Ceu cita montanam transilit umbra nivem. 
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THE EVENING STAR 

Thus, ever thus, at day's decline, 
In converse sweet to wander far — 

O bring with thee my Carohne, 

And thou shalt be my Ruling Star ! 
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THE EVENING STAR 

Quam compellando liceat mihi condere solem, 
Usoque alloquiis dulcibus ire procul. 

Accedat modo mi sic te ducente puella, 
Spondeo, tu fatis tu potiere meis. 
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Stanzas for Music 

There be none of Beauty's daughters 

With a magic Uke thee ; 
And like music on the waters 

Is thy sweet voice to me : 
When, as if its soimd were causing 
The charmed ocean's pausing, 
The waves he still and gleaming. 
And the lull'd winds seem dreaming : 

And the midnight moon is weaving 
Her bright chain o'er the deep ; 

Whose breast is gently heaving. 
As an infant's asleep ; 

So the spirit bows before thee. 

To Hsten and adore thee ; 

With a full but soft emotion. 

Like the swell of Summer's ocean. 
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Ah ! si qua in terns sit formosissima, nemo 
Se praestat tibi, cara, parem : sic blanda canendo 
Me poteris, vaga quale melos premit £equora quon- 
dam, 
Et, velut audito cantu, sUuisse videntur 
Omnia ; tanta quies late lucentibus undis 
Accessit, stratosque fovent sua somnia ventos. 



Tantam adeo incusso nectit splendore catensim 
Luna fretis ; sursum Ula sinu levia usque levato, 
Infantis sopiti instar, suspiria ducunt : 
Sic tibi adorantes submittimur ; alluit oestu 
Pleno animus lentoque tibi, et compescitur idem, 
CEstivo ceu molle tumens silet unda profundo. 



THE END 
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